41                                                                 AluriBairagi
skies are almost burnt
in the evening-flames of doom.
For whose sake are Ajanta and Ellora23?
Literature, arts and dances,
songs and musical instruments
are burning.
The music of the waves
of distant seas of peace
is burning.
Only, the crackling sound
of the fire is heard;
only, the playful movement
of the fire is seen.
Only one message is written
in the book of the world,
in the eternal letters of flames:
Doom, Doom, Doom!
The human intellect is burning,
the heart and the mind are burning,
bodies, senses and limbs are burning.
Experiences, sensibilities,
memories and thoughts are burning
in the flames of envy, hatred, passion,
suspicion, desire and aspirations,
and in the triple fires
of birth, life and death.
Who can put out this fire?
No fire-brigades work
on these fires.
These are the fires
without insurance.
From the fire of ignorance
into the fire of knowledge,
from the fire of disgrace
into the fire of pride,
from the fire of fascination